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AT HIS MAJESTY’S 
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THE TATLER 


Chatter and Com 


John D. 


lS Petrolean Majesty John D. 
Rockefeller has been telling his 
Sunday-school class that extra- 


vagance is the great peril of 
America’ and thrift the most necessary 
virtue. If John D. were not so thrifty 
perhaps some other people might be able 
to save a bit. But when one man hasa 
billion dollars many men have to go short. 


Advice to Young Men. 
Or youths who go to Sunday school 
In nice clean suits and collars 
To listen to the mentor cool, 
Man of a billion dollars— 


Why should you practise thrift all day 
As workers, buyers, sellers ? 

T wealth there is a nearer way—- 
Take John D. Rockgfeller’s. 
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The Riddie. 
(Cleopatra was a minx 
With a face of whites and pinks, 
Not a swarthy Copt—one thinks. 
Why Sphinx ? 


Antony went in for jinks 
Just as Roman as his drinks ; 
When in suicide he sinks, 

Why Sphinx ? 


“Why ? If critics waste their inks, 

In my till the money chinks ; 

That’s ’-—and here our Herbert winks— 
“Why Sphinx !” 


Kings in Babuland. 

‘That hardy annual, the Indian National 
Congress, has been meeting again, 

and cheerfully ignoring the fact that*it 

represents only one class of one of the 

many nationalities of India has made its 
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By 
Adrian Ross. 


A Warning. 

De Dadabhais and other such, 
“Of course we understand 

That it would please you very much 
Yo rule the Indian land. 


Your duties you might well discharge 
Without a foreign aid, 

And issue orders fine and large ; 
But would they be obeyed ? 


For millions of unruly men 
Obey the Empire’s lord 

Because behind the British pen 
They see the British sword. 

But if your worships made the law, 
Would savage hill-men shrink 
Before the thin red lines you draw 

With ruler, pen, and ink? 


And if your wishes had thc ir course 
And all your lands were “‘ free,” 
Pray would the wild Mahratta horse 

Pause for a Naoroji ? 
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POSSIBILITIES OF THE HIGH ROAD OF THE FUTURE 


Startling Apparition (dropping suddenly from the skies): | beg your pardon. 
right out. 


His Majestree’s. 
verybody will be glad to see the splen- 
dour of Antontree and Collieropatra, 
but may one ask, why Sphinx? Where- 
fore this mystery at the beginning and 
end of the show? There is no riddle in 
the tale that Shakspere tells except the 
old riddle of a man going to ruin for 
love of a woman. And the tragedy is not 
Egyptian; it is of the foreign lords of 
Egypt. Cleopatra was Greeco-Macedonian 
in race with a touch of the Egyptian from 
her surroundings, but none from her 
family. Antony was a thorough Roman. 
Supposing an English soldier of fortune in 
India had perished for love of a Mogul 
princess, should we bring in the Hindu 
gods to preside over the tragedy? It would 
go hard with the Angle if we did. 


- hardy annual demand for all admini- 


strative posts in India to be given to 
natives of India—that is to say, to the 
educated Hindus of Bengal. To justify 
this demand it appeals to British history. 
Might one suggest that a little Indian 
history would be more to the point ? 


Self-government for India. 
hen the old East India Company, 
sorely against its will, began to 
take up the government of India, the 
peninsula was governing itself very much 
as a menagerie would when the cages 
were all left open, and the only race 
that never had a look in in the matter of 
ruling was the Hindu population of 
Bengal. 
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I've just dropped down to get some more petrol—our aeroplanes have run 
Can you direct me to the nearest oil shop ? 


“General Post.” 
MM: Bryce is going to America as 
ambassador, and consequently all 
the world is speculating as to who is to 
take his place, and who is to take the place 
of the minister who takes it, and soon. Of 
course, at present there is one more place 
than there are ministers, so that a new 
man must be imported. Surely a better 
way would be to have one more minister 
than there were posts to be filled. Then 
the chairs should be arranged in order of 
desirability, and the Ministry should march 
round to a suitable air—not, of course, 
© Rule, Britannia,” but ‘‘ Chin-chin China- 
man,” or something of that sort. The 
tune would break off suddenly, and the 
first one who was left without a seat 
could be given a sinecure. — 
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rO-DAY in OUT. 


An Art-loving Duchess and Earl. A King’s Kindness. 
OCIETY at the present day is well represented in the King Alfonso XIII. has given his people an example of 
realms of art. The Duchess of Rutland, who draws kindness to animals, He was motoring with Queen 
charming portraits in pastel, has rented a Victoria down a country lane when he came upon 


a man who was beating his horses unmercifully. 
One of them was so weak that it had fallen 
down and could not get up.. King Alfonso 
soon saw how matters stood and came to 
the rescue. He helped the poor beast 
to its feet, after which he gave the 
man a good beating for his cruelty. 


large studio in a quiet “art corner” of 
Belgravia. With her daughter, Lady Victoria 
Manners, and Lady Wemyss she has taken 
lessons in figure-drawing, pastel-painting, 
and modelling from an art teacher. 
The Earl of Albemarle, who is a clever 
sculptor, is another addition to the 
“quarter.” His lordship, who 1s 
also a_brigadier- general of 
volunteers and fought in the 
South African War, means to 
develop his art seriously and 
to have some of his work 
cast in bonze:, 


The Kaiser's Daughter. 
A. child who was present at 
= the floral féte given by 
members of the Russian 
colony in Berlin tried very 
hard to throw her bou- 
quet into the carriage of 
Princess Victoria Louise, 
the Kaiser's daughter, as 
it passed her. She missed 
her aim, and as the bou- 
quet fell to the ground 
she burst into tears of 
vexation. Next day she 
wrote to tell the princess 
how disappointed — she 
was, and in return for 
her woeful letter she re- 
ceived a substantial com- 
fort in the shape of a 
beautifully-dressed doll. 
® c : 


Derd ana oe Gadogai: 


I ord and Lady Cado- 

= “gan = have - been 
entertaining a large 
family party at Culford 
Hall, Bury St. Ed- 
munds. Lord and Lady 
Cadogan have been 
married just over forty 
years and have six sons 
and two daughters. 
Lady Cadogan, who was 
Lady Beatrix Craven, is 
a perfect type of the grand 
dame of the mid-Victorian 
era, paramount and exclu- 
sive, very refined, and a 
model wife and mother. 
Lord Cadogan is a small, fair 
man, one of London’s richest 
eround landlords, and a _ well- 
known figure on the turf. 


Lady Clancarty. 
The past week has been 
productive of the deaths 
of several people well known 
: in theatrical circles. Notable 
ie 7 among them were the Countess of 
Clancarty and Miss Bessie Feather- 
stone, one of the most popular prin- 
cipal boys in the provinces and_ this 
year’s Aladdin at Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
Lady Clancarty was the beautiful Belle 
Bilton before her romantic marriage to 


Lady Cadogan. 
Lady Cadogan is a very accomplished 

horsewoman, riding to hounds both 
in England and Ireland, ‘and always wear- 


ing the old-fashioned orthodox high hat tafayte Tord Dunlo, as the earl then was. She 
and neatly-fitting habit. She is fond of THE COUNTESS OF CLANCARTY was unquestionably one of the finest- 
fishing, too, and cares much for flowers Whose death gave rise to universal regret looking women who ever appeared on a 


and gardening. Sys 
in Ireland London stage. 


Weston 


THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON’S WORK FOR CRIPPLED CHILDREN 


The notable group above includes, with one exception (Deptford), the mayors of London boroughs who were present on the occasion of the distribution 
of hampers to crippled children by Sir W. P. Treloar 
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SHIPPING, TOURS, fad 


PORTUGAL OR MADEIRA. 


Winter Tours 13 to 27 Days B12 to K2O inclusive. 
S Sailings every 10 days. 
TOUR—SEJOUR TO MONT’ESTORIL, 


An IpEAL WINTER RESORT NEAR LISBON. 
23 to 27 Days &165 lst Class throughout. 


BOOTH LINE 5, Samcs srect Liverpoo, 
THE TATLER’S HOTEL LIST. 


BOURNEMOUTH.—Empress Hotel, The Square. Absolutely the best situated, overlooking 

the Public Gardens. An ideal spot forall seasons. Electric light. Billiard room. Special 
attention to the Catering. From £2 2s. weekly ; 8/6 per day ; Saturday till Monday, 15/-; including 
Baths, Lights, and Attendance. Table d'Héte. Separate Tables. Tel.: 0984. Illustrated Tariff. 


January Ninth, 


BOURNEMOUTH. “Elvaston.'’ West Cliff. Pension. Best position on sea front. 


BRAEMAR.—Fife Arms Hotel. Centre of Scottish Highlands. 


COLCHESTER.—The Cups. Posting and Motor Garage. E. J. Harr, Proprietor. 


Reconstructed 


LEAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. The most charming in the provinces. 
Resident 


and refurnished.. Unique Winter and Hunting Quarters. Lift. Large Garage. 
engineer. Telephones: 109 & 0659 Leamington. Telegrams: ‘‘ Regent, Leamington.” 


LONDON. Royal Palace Hotel. Most charming position in London. Overlooking Hyde 
Park. Every comfort and luxury. Enclosed suites with private bath-room. En pension 
terms from 10/6 per day. 


LLYMINGTON.—The Londesborough. Central for New Forest and Isle of Wight. 


MARGATE.— Cliftonville Hydro. Fullylicensed. Finest position, facing seaand Oval. Electric 

light and lift. Roof garden. Billiards (2 tables). First class cuisine and wines. Within easy 
distance of golf links. Motor garage in grounds of Hotel. Turkish, Dowsing and Electric baths. 
Special week-end tickets from Messrs. Cook & Sons—Saturday to Monday, £2; Friday to Monday, 
£2 10s., including Ist class railway fare and full board. Special terms for lengthened stay during 
Spring and early Summer. For Tariff apply Manager. 


PERTH.—Station Hotel. Covered way. ArtTHUR Foster, Manager. 


CARBORO’'.—The Gainsborough Private Hotel. South Cliff. Delightfully situated. En 
pension. Table d'Héte. Telegrams: ‘‘ Cantab, Scarborough."’ Nat. Tel. 0202. 


G OUTHAMPTON.—The Dolphin, Motor Garage. Inspection Pit and Petrol Stores. 


ESTON-SUPER-MARE.—Week end at Grand Atlantic Hotel. Garage. 


Do. Leete's Private Hotels. Telephone 0297. 
Do. Royal Hotel, for comfort. Re-furnished. Electric light. Garage. 
Do. For Bracing Atlantic Breezes. Booklet, stamp, Phillput, Stationer. 


YOUR SUBSCRIPTION TO 
AT HOME. 


“THE TATLER,” 


Twelve months = ~ = é - £1 8s. 2d. 

Six months - - - - - - 14s, 1d. 

Three months - - - - - 7s. 1d. 
ABROAD, 

Twelve months - - - - - £1 19s. 0d, 

Six months - - - - - - 19s. 6d. 

Three months - - - - - 9s. 9d. 


The above rates do not include extra numbers. 


ie Newouayers for foreign parts may be posted at any time, irrespective of the departure of 
emails. 


THE TATLER has now been entered as Second-class Matter at the New York, N.Y. 
Post Office, 1903. pie 


Subscriptions must be paid in advance, direct to the Publishing Office, Great New Street, 
in English money, by cheques crossed ‘The London & Westminster Bank”: or by Post- 
Office Orders payable at the Fleet Street Post Office to the Proprietors of ‘THE TATLER,” 
Great New Street, London, E.C. are 
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DRuRY LANE THEATRE ROYAL. Managing Director, ARTHUR CoLLiyg 
Twice Daily at 1.30 and 7.30. 
SINDBAD. 


WALTER PASSMORE, HARRY RANDALL, HARRY FRAGSON, FRED EMNEY, 
ARTHUR CONQUEST; QUEENIE LEIGHTON, and MARIE GEORGE, 


IS MAJESTY S THEATRE. MR. TREE 
EVERY EVENING at 8, Shakespeare's : 
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
Antony - - - - - - Mr. TREE. 
Cleopatra - - - - - Miss CONSTANCE COLLIER. 
MATINEES EVERY WEDNESDAY AND SATURDAY at 2. 
Box Office (Mr. Watts) open daily 10 to 10. 


: MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIER, 
EVERY EVENING at 8.30. Lessee and Manager, 
THE MORALS OF MARCUS. 
A Play in 4 Acts, by WittiAm J. Locke. 
MATINEE TO-DAY (WEDNESDAY) and EVERY SATURDAY at 2.30. 


H 


AIETY THEATRE. Manager, Mr. 
EVERY EVENING at 8 (Doors open 7.40). 


THE NEW ALADDIN (a Musical Extravagance). 
(MATINEE EVERY WED. AND SAT. at 2 (Doors 1.40). Box Office 10 till 10. 


GrEorGE Epwarpgs, 


YRIC THEATRE. MR. LEWIS WALLER, 
Lessee, Mr. William Greet. Under the Management of Mr. Tom B. Davis. 


EVERY EVENING at 8. 
ROBIN HOOD. _ By Henry Hamitton and Witiiam Devereux. _ROBIN HOOD, 
100th PERFORMANCE TO-MORROW (THURSDAY). 
MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY AND SATURDAY at 2. 
T. JAMES’S, KING STREET, PALL MALL, 
EVERY EVENING at 8.15 (374th time). MATINEE, WepNEspAYS AND SATURDAYS at 2, 


HIS HOUSE IN ORDER, By A. W. PINERO. 
Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER. Miss IRENE VANBRUGH. Telephone: 3903 Gerrard. 


LONDON HIPPODROME. 


TWICE DAILY. 
At 2and 8 p.m. 


AN ENTERTAINMENT OF UNEXAMPLED BRILLIANCE. 


FMPIRE, LEICESTER SQUARE, W.C. “THE DEBUTANTE,” 
: New Grand Ballet. Mdlle. GENEE, Premiére Danseuse. 
“BURNING TO SING.” 
ARTHUR PRINCE, GEORGE LASHWOOD. And Selected Variety Programme. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hitcuins, 


STAMMERING. 


HE severest and most obstinate cases can now be perfectly and permanently 
CURED by one who has cured himself, after stammering for ten years. 
INTERVIEW ON WRITTEN APPLICATION. RESIDENT PUPILS TAKEN, 
Mr. A. C. SCHNELLE, 119, Bedford Court Mansions, London, W.C. 


BOOKS RECEIVED BY “THE TATLER” 


Publishers are requested to attach the price to all books scent 


SARK, THE GEM OF THE CHANNEL IsLANDS. By Mrs. Henry Bowles. 3s. 6d. net. (Arnold 
Fairbairns.) 

IZELLE OF THE Dunes. By G. Guise Mitford. 6s. (John Long.) 

Tue Duxe’s DitemMa, By Sir W. Magnay, Bart. 6s. (John Long.) 

Tue PENNILESS MILLIONAIRE. By David Christie Murray. 6s. (John Long.)} 


A Sportinc SquaTTer. By Nat Gould. (John Long.) 


‘Afal= TATLER can be obtained in Paris at 
GALIGNANI’S LIBRARY, 224, Rue de Rivoli; 
W. H. SMITH & SON, 248, Rue de Rivoli; 
and at all important News Stands and Railway Bookstalls on the Continent,’ 


In Germany and Austria THE TATLER can be obtained at the various 
Depots in each town of the Saarbach News Agency. 


VOLUMES |. to XX, of 
TH ETA“: ER. 


Handsomely bound in Cloth gilt, 12/6 each. 


Binding Cases for any of the above Volumes can now be obtained, 
: price 2/6 each. 


THIS COUPON-INSURANCE-TICKET MUST NOT BE DETACHED. 


WILL be paid by The Ocean Accident and Guarantee Corporation, 
Limited, Principal Office, Nos. 36 to 44, Moorgate Street, London, 
E.C., to the legal personal representative of the bond fide holder of this 


potitist Patti Coupon-Insurance-Ticket if such holder shall be killed by an accident within 


the United Kingdom to any Railway Company’s passenger-train in which such holder is travelling 

as an ordinary ticket-bearing passenger, season-ticket holder, or trader's ticket-holder. 

Provided that the above undertaking is subject to the following special conditions, which are of 

the essence of the contract, viz. :— 

(a) That death result within one month after the accident, (4) that such holder's usual signature shall have been 
written in ink or pencil, in the space provided underneath, before the accident, (c) that notice of the 
accident be given to the Corporation at its Principal Office in I.ondon within fourteen days after its occurrence, 
(d) that medical certificates and other information be furnished by the person claiming upon request for the 
same by the Corporation, and (e) that this Insurance applies only to persons over twelve and under seventy 
years of age, is limited to one Coupon-Insurance Ticket for each holder, and holds good for the current week 


of issue only, a E 
This Insurance entitles the holder to the benefit of, and is subject to, the conditions of the 


‘“OcEan AccIDENT AND GUARANTEE Company, LIMITED, Act, 1890,'' Risks Nos. 2 and 3, when 
they are not incompatible with the special conditions above stated. 
The possession of this Coupon-Insurance-Ticket is admitted to be the payment of a premium under 
Section 33 of the Act. A Print of the Act can be seen at the Principal Office of the Corporation. 
Week of issue, from January 9, 1907. 


Signature 

Subscribers paying yearly or half-yearly in advance either direct _to the Publisher, or to @ 

Newsagent. are not reanired to sign the above Coupon-Insurance-Ticket, but will be held covered 

under the terms of same auring the currency of their Subscriptions, provided that a certificate (0 

this effect be obtained. This can be done by forwarding a stamped addressed enyelope accompanied 
by the Newsagent’s receipt and two penny stamps, for registration, to 


THE OCEAN ACCIDENT & GUARANTEE CORPORATION, Lid., 
36-44, Moorgate Street, London, E.C. 


ac) 


\ 


HE RATE OF POSTAGE FOR THIS WEEK’S TATLER is as follows: 

anywhere in the United Kingdom 4d. per copy irrespective of weight. To any other 

part of the world the rate would be 44. FOR EVERY TWO OUNCES. Care should therefore 
be taken to correctly WEIGH AND STAMP all copies before forwarding. 
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** Good Things—Small Parcels.” 
HERE is something in the idea of 
a treasure of fabulous worth con- 
fined within the tiny circle of a 
_ single pearl that stirs the soul to 
its very depths; there is something in the 
sight of a keen and jewelled dagger en- 
cased in an exiguous leather sheath that 
inspires the human mind to sublime and 
lofty thoughts. We do not value gems 
by the size of the casket that contains 
them; the kernel of the monkey nut is 
sweeter than the oleaginous marrow of the 
Brazil ; creme de menthe is as comforting 
to the palate when imbibed from the 
delicate contour of a liqueur glass as 
when inhaled noisily from a finger-bowl. 


Two Tichs. 
“ T nfinite riches in a little room” is the 
text which I would like to hang 
over my hero’s bed if I could be quite 
certain of eluding the vigilance of the toy 
dachshund that is chained to the pillow. 
‘“Multum in parvo” has, of course, been 
from time immemorial the appropriate 
motto of the Leicestershire Tichs, who 
must not, however, be confounded with 
the Devonshire family of the same name, 
whose crest bears the well-known device, 
““Tich Dien.” : 


The Importance of Epithet. : 
‘The mere use of the word, “ Little,” in 
connection with the name of a public 
character implies that he has attained a 
measure of popularity which all must 
aspire to if all cannot reach. The practice 
of attaching suitable epithets to contempo- 
raneous heroes dates back to prehistoric 
ages and is sanctioned by antiquity. Thus 
do we hear of “ pious Afneas,” ‘‘ bluff King 
Hal,” ‘‘ judicious Hooper,” “happy Fanny 
Fields,” ‘cow-faced Athene,” “ lost Sir Mas- 
singberd,” “ jolly Johnnie Danvers,” “‘ good 
Queen Bess,” “dear old Homer,” ‘ /vank 
Richardson,” etc. Thus, too, have we learnt 
to allude to any friend who is fortunate 
enough to be defunct as “ poor So-and-So.” 


A Statuary Eccentricity. 
yen in early boyhood Tich was never 
what you might call a tall child. 
His development was entirely of a mental 
order. Asa youth he was always a trifle 
under the average herght, if anything ; 
and in after years he decided to remain so, 
Seldom has he had cause to question the 
wisdom of -this decision. True, I have 
occasionally seen him fumbling for a cab 
fare in the top of his boot, under the im- 
pression that his hand was in his trousers 
pocket, but this was one of the minor 
disadvantages of physical brevity and 
scarcely calls for serious comment. 


Cheer Up, Short Ones. 
here are, indeed, many compensations 
which fall to the lot of one who is 
short of stature. When taking off his hat 
to a lady he does not have to reach up 
half so far as his more lengthy fellows ; if 
a sixpence is dropped on the carpet by a 
careless friend he is certain to find it 
sooner than anyone else; when he has 
mislaid his latch key he can always enter 
the house vid the slit in the letter box; 
diseases such as ‘smoker's throat” and 
“housemaid’s knee” which assail other 
victims singly can attack him in com- 
bination and affect only one portion of his 
anatomy, thereby enabling him to get over 
two illnesses in the time that other people 
devote to a recovery from but one. 


The Small Great Men. 


he great men of the world have all 
been shght of stature. Napoleon, 
Lord Roberts, Mr. Alfred Austin, Mr. 
Mornington Cannon, Mr. Hall Caine, Lord 
Roberts, Lord George Sanger, Mr. Keir 
Hardie, Napoleon, Mr. Cannon, Lord 
Roberts, Mr. Hardie, Mr. Caine, Napoleon, 
Lord Roberts—to name but a few—are 
(or were) small men, though some of them 
were (or are) smaller than others. Brevity 
is the soul of wit; the whitebait is a more 
succulent article of diet than the tarpcn, 
though hardly as sustaining; the whellk 
when served a l'épingle is more edible if 
less nutritious than the farmyard snail. 
So is it with Little Tich. 


I Pause in Admiration. 


n the art of refined stagecraft Tich may 
not compare with Mr. T. E. Dunville ; 
in the gift of subtle innuendo he may be 
surpassed by Mr. George Robey; in the 
felicity of unadulterated pre-Victorian re- 
partee he may be excelled by the White- 
eyed Kaffir. But who shall rival his 
peerless bonhomie, his sublime if somewhat 
elemental humour, the versatility of his 
facial play, his répertoive of incomparable 
badinage? I pause for a reply. 


What a Leg-lifter ! / 
An then his dancing! Was ever kan- 
garoo so sprightly, grasshopper so 
resilient, goat so graceful? When Tich 
doth dance I wish he might do nothing else. 
Every form of Terpsichorean art comes 
naturally to his uimble feet—from_ the 
merry rigadoon to the stately cellar-flap. 


Hana 


LITTLE TICH 


As an officer in ‘‘the gallant old 23rd” 
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LITTLE TICH. 
Capt. Harry Graham. 


The Ideal in Dancing. 
his wee great master treads the minuet 
with the gait of a chamois or a 
Gibson girl; he gambols through the 
intricate figures of a mazurka with the 
elegance of a —— (help me, somebody). 
Nothing comes amiss to his twinkling feet, 
that, like the jocund day, stand tiptoe on 
the misty mountain tops. 


A Vision of Domestic Bliss. 
V ould that I could give you a glimpse 
of Tich in the quiet circle of his 
home life; as a gardener planting bulbs 
(the right way up every time) ; as a sports- 
man setting traps cunningly baited with 
portions of a none too mute inglorious 
Stilton for rodents; as a poultry fancier 
minding the pig. Unfortunately the 
Editor of THe Tariter, a worthy man in 


Hana 


LITTLE TICH 


As a L.C.C. park-keeper 


many other ways, has a_ passion for inter- 
spersing irrelevant illustrations of extra- 
neous objects [Are portraits of Little Tich 
“extraneous objects” ?—Ep.] throughout 
the letterpress of my thoughtful articles, 
thereby depriving the author of much 
valuable space and the reader of still more 
valuable information of a biographical 
character. Look upon this very page, for 
instance. Observe those curious photo- 
graphs; compare them with that portion 
of the letterpress which they have been 
unable to dislodge, and then think what 
you have missed. 1 will say no more—— 
~ [No. I'll see to that. In spite of Cap- 
tain Graham's awlul threats this series is 
now brought to. an irrevocable conclusion. 


—Ep.] 
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PLAYERS MAJ 


MISS. ALICE 
CRAWFORD 


As Charmion (atten- 
dant on Cleopatra). 
Miss Crawford gave 
up the part of the 
heroine in ‘ Tod- 
di:s"' to play Char- 
mion, whom she 
impersonates’ with 
an unaffected charm 


‘ 


all her own 


MR. BASIL GILL 


As Octavius Cesar, played in his customary distinguished fa:hion 
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MISS MAUD 
CRESSALL 


As Octavia (Ceesar's 
sister and Antony's 
wife). The part of 
Octavia is a small 
one, but Miss Cres- 
sall’s interpretation 
exalts it to a notable 
place in the char- 
acter scheme of the 
play 


Photographs by Burford 
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“ANTONY CLEOPATRA.” 


Burford 


_ MR, H, BEERBOHM TREE AS ‘*MARK ANTONY” 


‘Antony and Cleopatra” will undoubtedly rank as one of the finest theatrical displays ever seen at His Majesty's Theatre. Mr. Tree has excelled himself 

as a play-producer, and all theatre-going London is clamouring for seats and likely to be largely disappointed—so great is the demand. Special 

congratulations are due to Mr. Tree for his interpretation of the ambitious Antony, to Miss Constance Collier for a very fascinating picture of the 
Egyptian Queen, and to Mr. Basil Gill, Mr. L’Estrange, and Mr. Lyn Harding for admirable work in their respective parts 
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Mr. Seymour Hicks 
had an eventful time the 
other day. With a 
courage rate to possess 
even for one of our 
most versatile comedians 
Mr. Hicks, not content 
with running ‘ The 
Beauty of Bath” at the 
Aldwych Theatre, 
arranging for its produc- 
tion at his new Hicks 
Theatre, and super- 
intending the rehearsals 
of ‘Alice in Wonder- 
land” at the Prince of 
Wales Theatre, deter- 
mined to conquer a new 
world—that of showing 
his prowess as the 
editor of an illustrated 


paper 


SA I ar eS ae 


EDITOR MAKES HIS BOW 


With the help of Mr. 
Charles Urban of the 
Urban Trading Com- 
pany, Ltd, we are 
enabled to present to our 
readers one or two of 
the exciting incidents 
which occurred when 
Mr, Hicks had editorial 
control of “ The Tatler.’ 
Those who want to see 
more of these exciting 


_ experiences can do so any 


afternoon at the matinees 
of “Alice in Wonder- 
land’ at the Prince of 
Wales Theatre, where 
by means of the b‘oscope 
Mr. Charles Urban’s 
pictures are thrown on 
the screen as an 
entr’acte 


THE OFFICE BOY’S BATH AN INTENDING CONTRIBUTOR ARRIVES 


Annoyed by an impertinent office boy, who on being instructed to bring Whilst busy on his editorial labours an intending contributor in the person 
refreshment merely produces soda water, Mr. Hicks retaliates in kind of Mr. Stanley Brett enters. He is warmly received 


THE REJECTED ONE’S REVENGE 


THE EDITOR’S MISTAKE 


Mr. Brett on finding that contributions contained in two large parcels and The incensed editor takes up his own syphon intending to deluge Mr. Brett. 
a Gladstone bag are rejected takes revenge with the ever-useful syphon Unhappily, in the agitation of the moment he discharges it the wrong way 
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ler” for 3° Only. 


a aac 


ay, 


SNAPSHOTS OF THE MONSTER PRESSES AT THE KING'S PRINTING OFFICE 


On the mechanical side of the production of a paper there is no more interesting department than the machine-room with its rapid output of completed 
sections of the periodical 


How To BECOME ANEDITOR foror. 


“BLACK 
TRY IT IN YOUR BAT 


HOTEL 


METROPO 


What Mr, Hicks actually produced 
BUSY WORKERS IN THE STITCHING, FOLDING, AND BINDING DEPARTMENTS 


These departments are veritable hives of industry where no energy is lost. Every worker is intent, intelligent, and alert at the bench where his or her 
share in the production of the journal is performed 


“ALL MY OWN WORK” THE LAST SCENE OF ALL 
Mr. Seymour Hicks—not forgetting the printer's boy—admires his The cheekiness of the printer's boy is proverbial, and as an expert 
handiwork as temporary editor of ‘‘The Tatler” demonstrates his own private opinion of Mr. Hicks's powers as an editor 
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At the 
& Vaudeville. 


Photographs by Bassano 


The enormous success of ‘‘ The Belle of Mayfair" has if anything been added to by the remarkably clever and funny harlequinade in which the popular 
principals, Miss Billie Burke, Miss Camille Clifford, Miss Louie Pounds, Mr. Arthur Williams, Mr. Courtice Pounds, and Mr. Farren Soutar take part. Miss 
Billie Burke, whose photograph appears at the top of this page, is an excellent columbine, Miss Camille Clifford appearing as Madame Pompadour 
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SYNOPSIS.—Mr. Frank Richardson was visited in his study by Professor Cyrus P. Stapp, the celebrated American inventor. The Professor 
brought with him his latest discovery, the Lightning Transmigrator, a cross between a Turkish bath and a summerhouse with just a 


touch of an aeroplane, which, however, did not. make the thing at all vulgar. 


So potent was the Transmigrator that it annihilated not 


only space but time. At the Professor’s suggestion Mr, Richardson went to the Inferno, not the mere Inferno of to-day, but the Inferno as 
it will be fifty years hence, by which time everybody we know, and love, and hate, will be dead. The gates of the Inferno were opened 
by Dante, the janitor, who explained to him that in the true Inferno there was neither Heaven nor Hell; everybody did the reverse of what 
he had done cn earth, Whether people were in Heaven or Hell was their own secret, He appointed a masked guide to show 


Mr, Richardson round the premises, 


CHAPTER IIL. 
IN THE INFERNO. 


HE man in the cowl stared at me. 

He didn’t seem pleased with me. 

He seemed mystified about me. | 

could only vaguely surmise that 

he was gazing at me and that I mystified 

him. So completely did his cowl and his 

robe disguise him that he was merely a 
man of under middle height. 

Beyond that he was as nothing to me. 

He was a small man who didn’t like 


me. That was all. 
From behind the mask came the 
words :— 


“T don’t quite understand. 
You seem to be here already.” 

“Yes,” I answered. ‘‘ From informa- 
tion supplied to me by old man Dante, I 
gather that I shall die in 1935 at the age 
of fifty-four. My spirit is here now. But 
I have come to inspect my spirit.” 

“You have come apes 


Who is the Guide? 

aj admit,’ I answered, “that this state 
of things is astounding. Still, science 

has made much progress since you—who- 

ever you are—died. [ama sort of advance 

agent for myself. Who the dickens are 

you ?.” 

“Tam 
though in pain. 

““Well?’. Tasked. “Go on.” 

His whole frame shook with emotion. 
He gesticulated wildly. He seemed on 
the point of telling me who he was. But 
he didn’t. : 

“T can’t tell you.” 

His robe heaved with sobs. 
oozed through his mask. 

“T can’t mention my name.” 

“Tam not, at the present moment, very 
familiar with the rules of this place. I am 
a stranger here. I am a sort of tourist. 
‘And I realise that I may commit many a 
ORES OSE om Be 

He interrupted me and moved forward 
in a hostile attitude. 

“T can’t make head or tail of you,’ he 
hissed through his mask. “The other 
Frank Richardson who is here is a firm 
friend of mine. He is my greatest ad- 


” 


Then he paused as 


Salt tears 


mirer. He spends his entire time reading 
my works and in admiring me, but 
aii rr 


“Well?” 


My Guide Puzzles Me. 

“7 ou, when you were alive, were always 
poking fun at me. You regarded 

me as a sort of Aunt Sally.” 

I did my best. I looked him up and 
down but [ could gather no data as to my 
guide. 

“You are not,’ I hazarded, “ Hall 


Caine 


My guide fell prostrate in a futile 
attempt at speech. I rescued him and 
enabled him to stand upon his feet. 

“ Patience,” I cried, “ 1 meant no insult. 
Believe me, I have never poked fun at 
anybody. The poking of fun is an early- 
Victorian pursuit, comparable for folly 
only with the practice of purchasing pigs 
in pokes. Are you an early Victorian? 
Do you make puns at all?” 

He seemed to be on the point of assault- 
ing me. 

“No,” he hissed, “ I am for all time.” 

I was nonplussed. 

“You are Marconi, Edison? 
dickens are you?” 

“Gad,” he cried, “if. only I could tell 
you! If only I could tell you!” 

“The rules of the place,” said I, “seem 
to hamper you considerably.” 

He hissed. ‘But they don’t interfere 
with nzy telling you what | think of you.” 


Who the 


F. R. becomes Peevish. 
ie [™ deuced tired,” I 

fiction about myself. I am. quite 
sure from-your tone that anything you 
were to tell me about myself would be 
either a lie or a chestnut. Old man Dante 
has appointed you my guide, to show me 
over this place. Kindly behave yourself as 
such. I want to see the greatest intellect 
on the premises.” 

“Yes, yes,” he exclaimed eagerly. 

“T want to see the greatest literary 
mind of all time.” 

“Yes, yes,” he repeated. 

I reflected for a second. 

“Of course, you've got Socrates, and 
Aristotle, and Milton, and Bart Kennedy, 
and the whole gang here, but,” and the 
light of enthusiasm shone in my eyes, “ let 
us see Marie Corelli. Trot her out.” 

His teeth chattered. 

“Marie Corelli,’ he murmured. His 
frame tottered, and he fell writhing in 
agony on the ground. 

It was some time before he felt 
sufficiently strong to take up his duties. 
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answered, “of — 


Strolling Through the Town. 

f ollow me,” he commanded in a weak 
voice, and we proceeded through 

the weird, fantastic streets of the Inferno, 

They were extraordinarily strange. We 
passed many needle-pointed medieval 
houses; then suddenly we would come 
across a modern building of residential 
flats. My guide informed me that every- 
body lived in surroundings, so far as 
possible, in harmony with his existence 
on earth. They were a motley crowd in 
the streets, too. 

ae te ti 

The Zancigs. 
A Ssytians with Nebuchadnezzar beards 

jostled against jockeys in world- 
famous racing colours. Mr. Wilson Barrett, 
close-cropped and heayily muffled round 
the neck, and wearing low-heeled shoes, 
hobnobbed with Croesus in a beggat’s 
garb, 

Suddenly a large lady rushed shrieking 
up the street. She was wearing thick 
spectacles, and her face struck me as being 
familiar. In hot pursuit of her rushed 
a man of slighter build, also wearing 
spectacles. 

Just as she reached us he overtook her 
and seized her by the hand. Speaking 
American with a Danish accent, he cried : 

“Heayens, sir, have pity! Make 
introducement of me to my wife!” 

[ explained that I was only a tourist 
aud that it was not part of my programme 
to interfere with a wife who did not desire 
the acquaintance of her husband. 

“ You do it,” said I to my guide. 

“Heno good!’ snapped the American 
Dane. “No one here is good to make 
introducement of me to my wife.” 

In surprise I queried :— 

“Why don't you introduce yourself ? 
After all, your wife must know you— 
though she may not know you by sight, 
she must know you by name.” 


rot we " 


The Sorrow of Mr. Zancig. 
Teas were flowing down his spectacles 
as,he waved his arms in excitement. 
“She not know me. She not recognise 
me.one little bit. And to think that I and 
she and meinself and both of us all our 
lives but one single thought in common 
had. Ino secret from her kept, and now 
I meinself am one huge secret from her !”’ 
Light began to dawn. 


THE TATLER: 


The New Inferno—cont. 


Held in Sweet Converse. 

“ J remember you, sir,’ I said. I looked 
at her. “I remember you too. You 

are Mr. and Mrs. Zancig.” 

“Right, right,” he cried. 
Zancigs !—we—both of us!” 

“Of course you are,” said I. 

“Then cause her to make understand- 
ment,” he urged. 

I spoke to the lady :— 

“There's no doubt about it, madam, 
that you are Mrs. Zancig, and that this is 
your husband.” 

“No, no,” she insisted firmly 

I tried my best: 

“ But there’s no doubt about it! I’ve 
seen you both at the Alhambra several 
times. You were the greatest success of 
London in 1907.” 

Still | could not convince her. 

“Mein own belief is,” she said, “that 
he is Rudyard von Kipling.” 

Then | gave up the task. 

He wept heartily, and she fled rapidly 
down the street. 


“We are the 


r 


The Arrival of EPS: 
| AL ahs ce) 
Algernon. sare 7) 
t that moment, Z lee 


a somewhat 
good-looking man : 
appeared, carrying | 
a huge bundle of 

| 


addressed enve- 
lopes. 
*That's a 


curious case,” said 
my guide. 

“Who is it?” 
I inquired. 

<Oh; that’s 
Algernon Ashton, 
the leading letter- 
writer of all time.” 

I was pleased | 
to meet Algernon. | 

‘Excuse me,° |} 
sir,’ said he, “but | 
can you tell me 
the way to the 
Post Office ?” 

My guide inter- 


EUpteds aso. 
know quite well, 
Algernon, that 


there’s , no Post | 
Office here.” 


“T admit,” he 


answered, ‘that 
I've never been 
able to find the | 
Post Office. But 
I'm quite sure there 
must be one some- 
where. I've got 
300 letters here 


addressed to news- 
papers with regard 
to a mistake that 
occurred on my | 
own tomb, Help | 
me, help me, to get |} 
them published.” | 
His grief was 
terrible. | 
“Every day,” 
“said he, “I write | | 
two or three hun- | 
dred letters on all |! 
subjects to all 


papers, but I can | 1} 
never get them | 


posted. How do 
I know that the 
erroron mytomb- | » 
stone will ever be 
put right?” 


Algy’s Letters. ‘ 
ts as it a serious mistake ?” 

“Very serious. It stated that I 
was in my lifetime the writer of a million 
letters whereas I wrote a million and 
three.” ; 

Poor Algernon ! 

I thought he had written more. 

My attention was then distracted by a 
young man, frail of form, who, for purposes 
of his own, was crawling along the street. 
He made practically no headway. 

* Dotty, is he?” 

““No,” said my guide, “that ‘is 
Santos-Dumont. He won the ‘ Daily 
Mail’ prize by flying from London to 


Manchester. He is paying a heavy penalty 
for it.’ I patted Santos on the head. 
Said I: “Santos, old fellow, this is all 
wrong. . Why do- you, who reduced 


human beings to the level of plovers, go 
about like that? It is an absurd way to 
go about. Why don't you go about 
going about in a more modern manner ?”’ 
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Santos Confesses Himself. 
Santos looked up brightly. 

“T was all wrong about flying. 
were never intended to fly.” 

“T always had that idea,” I answered. 

“But,” he said, “I will tell you what 
men were really intended to do, or rather, 
what men were really intended to be.” 
His voice scarcely carried from his prone 
position. 

“Speak up,’ said I, “Santos, when 
addressing the House. I have always 
regarded you as a thinker of extreme 
depth and a scholar of surprising ripeness. 
What are your thoughts? What were 
men intended to be ?”’ 

The gleam of the enthusiast glittered 
in his eye as he answered :— 

“Men were intended to be centipedes. 
I have already made considerable progress. 
I have now practically four feet; before 
long I expect to have six; in a few years 
I shall have eight; and eventually I shall 
become a centipede. | shall have a 
hundred legs.” 

“T pity you, 
Santos,” remarked 
I, “if ever you get 
gout!” 

baal never 
thought of that,” 
he replied, aghast. 

“Well, think 
of it now, old 
fellow,” I replied. 
“It’s never too 
late to think.” 


Said he :— 
Men 


Money for Value. 
1ther «and 
thither peo- 

ple were rushing, 
bearing quantities 
of heavy volumes 
with which an 
energetic Ameri- 
can and a more 
passive and stolid 
Briton made a sort 
of barricade. I 
looked closely at 
the American and 
recognised the ju- 
dicious Hooper ; 
the Englishman 
was Moberly Bell. 
Hooper rushed up 


to me. 

“Do you own 
the * encyclo: 
pedia Britan- 


nica’?” 
I pleaded 


guilty. 
“I swant | to 
buy it. I want to 


buy all the ‘En- 
cyclopeedia — Bri- 
_ tannicas’ in the 
f .world.” 
| * You . shall 
"){ have mine,” said 
LS lps lor 3seod.e 
“Guess that’s 
out of the ques- 
tion. Miles out of 
the question, [| 
pay full value for 
‘Encyclopedia 
Britannicas.’ | 
_ pay a_ thousand 
| guineas a set.” 

“T don’t want 
to rob a complete 
stranger,’ I re- 
plied, and passed 


‘*Marie Corelli,” he murmured. His frame tottered, and he fell writhing in agony to the ground on. 


(To be continued) 
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POSER MUMMY. By Will Owen. 


Marjorie (who has just been listening to the story of Noah and the Flood) : Wasn't there no sinks, mummy? 


Cc 
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THE SPORT OF KINGS. By the late Phil May. 
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Host (who is rather ashamed at the number of servants Snobley has brought with him to the shoot): By the way, Snobley, 
| notice you have not brought your gardener with you. | trust there is nothing serious the matter with him 


In response to many requests the above excellent drawing by the late Phil May is reproduced in ‘‘ The Tatler" in another medium 
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“A MATTER OF SPEECH.’ By Charles Pears. 
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Caas PEARS. 26. 


Auntie (upon her return, to somewhat pessimistic nephew) : Did Tommy play with you while | was out, darling? He didn’t 
make you cry? * ‘ 

Nephew: He made me cry a little bit 

Tommy: Oh, Philip, | made you laugh nearly all the time mother was out 

Nephew: Well, | laughed till | cried 
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By JH. M. Bateman. 


‘One hundred soldiers” 


“One soldier” 
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“What did you give your son for a New Year’s present?” 
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Y MR. DAVID BISPHAM AND MISS ISABEL JAY 
This is a tableau in the last act of ‘‘The Vicar of Wakefield,” the delightful light opera at the Prince of Wales Theatre. It 


represents the return of Olivia, the wanderer, her explanation, and reconciliation with her father. In the part of Olivia Miss 
Isabel Jay is seen and heard at her very best, while Mr. David Bispham imparts true nobility and sweetness of character to the 
impersonation of the old vicar. This is a play no lover of light opera should miss seeing 
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THE VISCOUNTESS MASSEREENE AND FERRARD 


Lady Massereene was married last year to the second son of the eleventh viscount. The latter and his elder son both 

died in the early part of 1905, the viscounty then devolving upon the present peer. Lady Massereene is a daughter of 

Mr. J. S. Ainsworth, M.P. for Argyllshire. Her husband is a major in the 17th Lancers and served with such gallantry in 
the South African War, 1899-1902, that he gained his D.S.O. 
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